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Matho, fearful lest she should be censured for not having yielded to it. She said that the Schaliscliwi appeared furious, that he had shouted a good deal, and afterwards went to sleep. Salammbo told nothing more about it, perhaps from shame, or possibly from an excess of innocence, -which did not allow her to attach any importance to the kisses of the soldier. Besides, it all floated through her melancholy and misty brain like the remembrance of an overwhelming dream, and she would not have known in what manner or by what words to express it.
One evening, when father and daughter were thus facing each other in conversation, Taanach, all amazement, entered, announcing that an old man, accompanied by a child, was in the courts, and wanted to see the Suffete.
HamJlcar turned pale, but promptly replied :
"Let him come up."
Iddibal entered, without prostrating himself, holding by the hand a young boy covered with a cloak of goat's skin, and at once raising the hood which concealed the boy's face, said:
u Here he is, master !    Take him !"
The Suft'ete and the slave retired to a corner. The boy remained standing in the middle of the room with a gaze more attentive than astonished ; he looked at the ceiling, the furniture, the pearl collars hung over purple draperies, and at the majestic young woman who leaned forward towards him.
He was, perhaps, ten years old, and no taller than a Roman sword; his curly hair overshadowed his convex forehead; his eyes seemed to penetrate space;
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